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Treble and Tremble 

It's too dreary a day to listen to music by New Jerseyans — 

My dream ambled on two legs 
away from the pallid origin 
of its uncertain gait 

crossing boundaries like parcel 
toward its home 

It was then I felt the faintest hint 
of a future regret 
I told myself it was holy week 
I should act accordingly 

And the rain 

I forgot to mention the rain 
beating down like a relentless wish 
I did not have — 

some wish for you to not turn back 
and smile at me 

my dream pressed the pavement, oblivious — 



"Where do you want to go?" 

I turn a knob so the system sounds right 
like a whisper amplified 

with shaking hands I grab yours 

and you accidentally swivel the bass 

so it muffles our ears 

like water sloshes in a bath tub 

Your hair rebounds when I squeeze it with my hands 

and your mouth canvases a smile 

like so many past lives 

reincarnated into a roman candle's flicker and fade 



You flip a knob so the truck projects a road 
and lanes blink past as if my eyes are moving too rapidly to anticipate them 

vowels and consonants crackle into the air 

as we pass the old house — 

so many of the old houses we've grown up in 

not just our own 

Trucks are like four-wheeled-headphones — 
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I had this nightmare 

we were living in the house I grew up in 

I locked myself out after coming home from work 

I moseyed through the backyard 

and dreaded you coming home 

I sat in the swings and thought how best to tell you 

I made a mistake 

Once I gathered there was no way to explain 
without fear of your getting upset 
I felt my legs go and gravity took over 
I started to swing 

When that ozone kissed my face 

I saw the house in the same way 

I saw it as a child — 

as the foreground to a much bigger picture 

When I fell backward 

the house overwhelmed my perspective 

until it reached eye level 

until it was above me 

burying me with its weight 

I kept thinking about my mother and my father — 
where were they? 

When you got home I was so nervous 1 couldn't speak 
even though I had nothing to hide — 
even though — 

that was the first time I ever woke up from a dream 
in tears and unable to breathe — 



